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SCENE I. 
A wood—enter Catspaw, P. S., with a rifle. 
sonc—" O dear, what can the matter be !”’ 


Oh dear, what will become of me? 
Dear, dear, what will become of me? 
Oh dear, what will become of me? 
I declare I am in such a flurry, 
There’s no chance of my ever going to heaven, 
Only two pancakes are left out of seven, 
And when they are ate I shall surely be driven 
To Old Nick, in a hell of a hurry! 


Oh ho! slippery Samuel, 
How I should like to pummel and lam you well, 
You’ve got my poor soul, so I only can d— you 
well, 
For being a hard hearted elf: 
At mere thought of seeing him e’en my poor 
flank aches; 
Us mortal sould surely are but sponges and cakes, 
For if he don’t let me fry seven more pancakes 
J shall surely be frying myself. 
And it’s oh dear, where can the batter be ? 
Dear, dear, &c. 
I’m a regular finish’d elf. 


enter TOLDEROLLO. 


Tol. My friend, good morrow ; Catspaw, 
how d’ye do? 
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In a stew? what you! sheugh, sheugh, pooh 
pooh ! 
Catsp. Listen, friend, while I disclose 
The cause of all my present woes. 
The credit I, you know, have got 
Of being a very decent shot, 
You understand me? that is this, 
I always hit, save when I miss. 
But then, my friend, you know as how 
I never miss at all, not now. 
Time was when I, alas! was famed at 
Killing every thing but what I aimed at; 
And then by Polly I was jilted, 
And by her lover Roddy quilted. 
I bore my brother huntsmen’s laughing, 
Their jesting, queering, and their chaffing, 
With silent scorn+—resolving that 
I’d give them, one day, tit for tat; 
So one night, being rather fuddled, 
To the Wolf’s Glen straight I toddled ; 
I called for help—when, lo! there came 
To my aid— 
Tol. Who? 
Catsp. Why, Slippery Sam! 
Tol. Slippery Sam! ye gods and fishes ! 
They say that he Old Nick’s Jack Ketch is! 
Caisp. Catches! aye, ’tis true, by goles! 
A downright fisherman—he catches souls ! 
Mine he has caught—nay, never look 
Alarmed—he caught it— 
Tol. with a hook ! 
Catsp. How baited, say you—tell me that, ah? 
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You cannot—I’|l tell you—fried batter ! 
Tol. Batter? (weeps) 










Catsp. Ah, you sympathise, cease cry- 
ing, man. 

Tol. How fried 2 

Catsp. _ Why, listen, in a frying pan ! 





He made me sign in blood that flows 
In a crimson cataract from the nose, 
A compact—that while I did live, | 
Each year I would a victim give, . | 4 






For which, at twelve o’clock at night, 
He fried me seven pancakes light, 
And toss’d them an amazing height, 
And told me that whatever wight 
Did of these pancakes take a bite 
Before he aimed, they’d cure his fright, | i | 
Steady his arm, and quicken his sight, | 
And he’d be sure to hit the right. 
A victim yearly is his due, 
Or, failing, to the devil I go. 
The devil a victim I’ve in tow, 
And he’s hard hearted as a Jew, 
And now, my friend, I must tell you 
I’ve at the pancakes, all but two, ee 
So what the devil shall.I do? i} 
Tol. Indeed, my friend, I cannot guess. 
You’re in a devil of a mess; 
I can’t advise at all—unless— 
No, that wo’n’t do—good bye—success— 
I wish you every happiness. (going) 
Catsp. But you will keep my secret ? 
Tol. Yes ! (exit) 
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Catsp. What the deuce is to be done? 
I know of no place—if I run— (runs) 
No, no—at running he’s my master, 
I may run fast—but he runs faster ! 

(a shot without) 

Hark! the shooting match begins, (shot) 
And he who shoots the best shot wins. 
Tonight, at twelve, I'll go again 
To Slippery Samuel in the Glen, 
And could I but enveigle Roddy, 
I’d entrap him, soul and body. 
**T have it—’tis engender’d”— 12 at night 
Must bring more pancakes to th’ world’s light ! 
What bird is that I see? i’fegs, 
He’s mine as sure as eggs is eggs. 


SONG. 


A little cock sparrow sits perch’d on yon tree, 
He chirrups and chatters, so merry is he. 

(he eats a pancake while singing the last) 
Now my bullet will fly as straight as an arrow, 
And I think I can kill that little cock sparrow. 

(shoots) 
Now I think I have done for that little cock 
sparrow. (exit) 








SCENE II. 






The huntsmen discovered having just shot—rop- 
DY, sitting apart despondingly. 







cHorus.—Air “ Victoria.”’ 


We’ll roar here—we’ll roar here for more beer ! 
His rifle has hit the bull’s eye in a chink, 
And so he’s resolved to stand plenty of drink. 
We'll drink his beer, 
Till we all get queer, 
We'll roar here—we’ll roar here, 
For more beer! for more beer! 










KILLINGONE. 


Air—* The laughing chorus.” 






Why, friend Roddy, are you sighing, 
Looking like a duck a dying? 

Try and have another go, 

Don’t be snivelling—oh—oh—oh ! 








CHORUS OF soBs. (using very small handkerchiefs) 






RODDY, (coming forward) 






sonc.—Air ‘‘ Isabel.”’ 





Oh wake once again, wake those days when- 


together 3 
My rifle and I could not fail, 





168 


So true then my aim, that 1 don’t think I ever, 
No, never missed at all. 
But so chang’d is my luck I now scarcely know 
whether 
A gun is a gun, or a ball. 
Is a ball, is a ball, is a ball ; 
A dwarf as a giant is tall, 
Is ’s tall, is ’s tall, is ’s tall ; 
A house is a house or a wall, 
Is a wall, is a wall ! 


DUET AND CHORUS. 


Rod. NowI’m a regular done brown youth, 
Galloping dreary dun; (da capo) 
I’m completely sown up, and that is the 
truth. 
Catsp. What signifies being down in the mouth? 
Chorus. By daily gaily, and don’t look palely— 
for riggling your rifle has gallop’d 
your girl away, 
Catsp. You lazy son of a gun! 
Rod. I took up my rifle and cock’d my eye, 
From the pan the powder had run : 
(da capo) 
Catsp. But had you eyed your cock by the bye, 
And not got blind drunk with a drop 
in your eye. 
Chorus. But readily, steadily—aiming warily, 
Nor righted your rifle; nor taken your 
eye full, 
You'd have hit as sure as a gun. 
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(Killingone is carried off in a chair by the hunts- 
men to the music of the original march) 


RoDDY, solus. 
sonc.—Air “* Through the Forest,” §c. (Weber) 


Through the forest, tit or eagle 
I could wing as sure as a gun, 
Was up and fly as any sea gull, 
Now all my flash is in my pan. 


Misfortune dire, thy cup I sip, 

I tried to shoot but miss’d my tip; 

I’ve lost the prize—I’ve lost my Polly, 

But farewell sorrow, grieving’s a folly, 

While one drop remains in this mug I can’t fail, 

So welcome thou dearest best balm, home brew’d 
ale. 


sonc.—Air *“‘ Home! Sweet Home !” 


Midst topers and cloud blowers tho’ I may roam, 

Be it never so humble there’s no beer like home 
(brew’d) 

A pot of home brew’d to me is more dear 

Than two pots of ale or tavern beer. 


Home, &c. 


‘* An exile from home brew’d I'd care not a fig, 
From Claret, Madeira, or Champaigne to swig; 
AQ 
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Tho’ the host singing sweetly brought wine at my 
call, 


Oh give me sweet home brew’d, dearer than all. 
Home ! Home! (brew’d) 


enter CATSPAW. 


Catsp. How now, my friend? what, in the 
dumps ! 
Cheer up, my tight one, none but pumps 
Knock under and betake to snivelling, 
And so at last descend to drivelling ; 
Take courage, you’re to trifles sticking— 
Rod. No! there’s a secret pride in bucket 
kicking ! 
Catsp. Rats die in traps, that way they puz 
zle ’em ; 
Dogs run mad, then lord mayors muzzle ’em : 
Man, I tell you, knows a braver remedy, 
Revenge! the attribute of Gods! what, damme, 
die? 
Be decently interred, and in a eoffin crammed ! 
Or, if you will die, die and be damned ! 
Rod. Tell me, Catspaw, what can I do? 
Catsp. Canst thou not kill a buck? — 
Rod. A few 
I have killed—dead as dead walls, 
But now, so contrary are the balls, 
I don’t think I could hit Saint Paul’s ; 
Nay, if I aimed at Shooter’s hill, 
I’m sure to miss—oh for a shot to kill! 
Catsp. Pancakes are better! 














Rod. Pancakes ? 
Catsp. Yes! 
Rod. But where to get ’em, I can’t guess. 
Catsp. But I will tell you; listen now, 
While I disclose a tale— 
(a cat call from behind the chimney) Poll row! 
A tail indeed ; from yonder roof, 
A cat’s tail, perhaps, now for the proof, 
Fat this pancake—hold your bleating, 
‘The pudding’s proof is in the eating. 
Is’t eaten ? 

Kod. Aye! 

Catsp. Mind what you’re at, 
Take my gun and shoot the cat! 

Rod. Nonsense, the ball could ne’er come 

him nigh, 

Don’t ye see, he’s right behind the chimney ? 
Catsp. Pooh, pooh! my gun is of old rules a 


scorner, 
A right down Irish built—shoots round a corner. 


Well, if you like, I'll bet you two te one 
You’ll bit him! 
Rod. Will you? done! 


Catsp. Done! 
Rod. ‘ Done! 


(Roddy fires and the cat falls on the stage) 
Catsp. Dead as a herring! not a singie cry 
out ! 
See! you’ve completely knock’d his eye out! 
Bravo! that shot you couldn’t fail of ; 


Tarry a moment while I cut his tail off. 
(Catspaw cuts it cf ) 
















Rod. Astonishing, most wonderful—by goles! 
This eating pancakes, on my soul is 
Strange—my very teeth do chatter ! 

Catsp. Some virtue, Roddy, in fried batter ! 
There, having cut the cat’s tail off, I 
Shall-wear it! 

Rod. What a cat-as-trophy ! 

My knees are trembling, and my hand shakes— 
Say, Catspaw, have you more o’ these pancakes ? 

Catsp. Not one! 

Rod. Will tell me where to buy ’em ? 

Catsp. Buy ’em! no, no, friend—you must 

fry ’em! 

Rod. Fry ’em? 

Catsp. Aye! so meet me— 

Rod. ' When? 

Catsp. At 12 tonight in the Wolf’s Glen! 

‘Rod. The Wolf’s Glen! hold you there your 

levee ? 

Catsp. Wilt meet me ? 

Rod. Yes? 

Catsp. Landlord! a 

pot of heavy ! 
What, not recovered yet? still thunderstruck ? 
Cheer up, my tight ’un; come, I'll give you— 
“luck !” 

Rod. (snatching the pot from his hand) 
Hold! thou worst of midnight planners ! 

After me, you know, is manners. 
I’ll take the head of this here ale off, 
Because you took the tom cat’s tail off! 
Here’s * Lovely Woman!” (drinks) 
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Catsp. - The night’s fast dwindling— 
Another swig—“ success to swindling !” 


Drink, ’twill give you courage lad. ; of 


Rod. | I sha’n’t! 
Catsp. No? well, then we'll have a song— 
Tolderollo ! 
enter TOLDEROLLO. 
Catsp. Chant ! 


sone.—Air ‘* Life is darken’d o’er.” 


Tol. Fools with care are render’d pale, 
But if us he dare assail, 
Sink him in this home brew’d ale ! 
Foaming tankards are a cure 
For all ills that men endure. 
Swill then, swill the cups they'll score you, 
Care will vanish from before you. ) 


Push the tankard, boys, about, 

Tho’ your mugs may hold gin hot, 
Heavy drinks best from a pewter pot ! 
While we Barclay Perkins own 

As Jove served bold Pheton, 

We will, if assailed by wo, 

Drown him, drown him in the Po! 


Catsp. Now one health more, and as you’re 
men, . 
You'll not refuse it—special when 
Tis ** Slippery Samuel of the Glen !” 
And may he prosper ! 
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Sam. (starting from behind, on to the table) 

Gentlemen, 

For the honor you’ve been pleased to do me 

In my absence, I swear to ye, 

If I’m not obliged, why, blow me! 

And to return your kindness, quaff 

Both for myself, and in behalf 

Of all my brother sprites and elves, 

My friends, I drink “our precious selves !” 


A Tableau” formed, and the scene closes. 


SCENE III. 


An Apartment—enter Pouty. 


Pol. Dear heart, I’m an unlucky body ! 
I haven’t all day seen my Roddy: 
Perhaps, poor youth, he has not shot well, 
Or, what is worse, perhaps, he’s not well! 


enter Roppy. 


Rod. My Polly! 

Pol. Roddy ! 

Rod. Polly! 

Pol. Roddy ! 
Indeed, my love, you lock quite odd! 

Rod. I, 
I am net well, my love,—I’m sick at heart! 





175 


Pol. You look as though you would become 
a cart. 
Come, blow your nose, my Roddy, and look 
smart. 
Why came you not?’ You knowI am on 
Racks when you are from me! 
Rod. Gammon! 
Alas, my Polly! we can never wed, 
So put that clean out of you head. 
Pol. What mean your words so frantic? 
Oh that I were across the Atlantic! 
Would I had ne’er beheld thee, worst of men! 
Rod. I'm off! 
Pol. Where go you? 
Rod. : To the 
Wolf’s Glen! 


puET.—Air of the Statute Dance, or Country 
Bumpkins. 


Pol. What! Where? 
Rod. To the Wolf’s Glen 
I go. 
Pol. Horrible! Terrible! . 
Rod. Yes, but lam! 
Pol. That there I know isn’t any go; 
What can you want with Slippery Sam ? 
How can you use me so ill, master Roddy! 
O dear, I shall faint without any sham! (faints) 
Rod. Oh Polly, upon my soul and body, 
I’}] ha’ nothing to do with Slippery Sam! 





ji 
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Pol. (rises) Indeed I was sorry to see my 
own lad ill: 
I love you, indeed, though you’re short of the pelf. 


Rod. Polly, my darling, come tip us your 
daddle, 


304 7 m4 be a good boy and take care of 


tg, self. 
my 

Pol. Have nothing to do with Sam the Slip- 
pery ; 

Visiting him there can be no good in.’ 

Rod. Andcan you-be constant in spite of no 
tippery ? 

Pol. Now don’t [ love you better than pud- 
ding? (they dance off) 


SCENE IV. 


The Wolf’s Glen—An Owl is seated on a Tree 
—Catspaw, with a knife and fork, is engaged 
in making a Circle, in the middle of which are 
placed a calf’s head, the cat’s tail, and a fry- 
mg pan. , 


CHORUS OF INVISIBLE sPiRITS.—Tune ‘ Kitty 
| Clover.” 


They’ve upset a pail of milk in the moon, 
Whoo, hoo, hoo,—whooh, hooh, hooh! 
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And not enough’s left to fill a tea spoon. 
Whooh, hooh, hooh,—whooh, hooh, hooh ! 

The darkness put every one in a stew, 

And no wonder the night thus suddenly grew 

So devilish dark, when they’d got no sky blue! 
Whooh, hooh, hooh,—whooh, hooh, hooh! 

(a clock strikes at a distance—the Oul cries 

*‘nast 12 o'clock and a cloudy night’””—at 
the twelfth stroke, Catspaw sticks his knife 
into the calf’s head and holds it up) 


Catsp. Samuel, Samuel, hear me, hear! 
By this charming calf’s head, appear! 
(a rock splits asunder, and Slippery Sam ap- 


pears) 
pueT.—Air “ Why are you wandering.” 


Sam. Why have you summoned me here I 
pray ? 

Catsp. Because I’ve got something particu- 
lar to say: 

Let me live three years longer, will ye? 

Sam. Over the left I’m not so silly! 

Catsp. Why, Why should you refuse it? 

Sam. Don’t be inquisitive,—because I choose 
it! 

Catsp. Let me live one year? 

Sam. Not if I 

' knows it. : 


Catsp. Grant seven more pancakes, and 
when I’ve eat ’em 
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I} bring you two victims. 
Sam. I wish I may get ’em! 
Catsp. Roddy, I swear I'll to you bring! 
Sam. Oh! that makes it quite another thing. 

(waves his hand—a bowl of batter rises) 

Fry, fry, the pancakes fry, 

There stands the batter, toss them high, 

Six shall be good, but the seventh rather shy. 
(Samuel dances off—Roddy appears on the 

rocks behind) 


sone.—Air ‘* The Woodpecker.” 


Rod. I knew by his hair, which so graceful 
was curl’d 
By the barber this morning, that Catspaw was 
near ; 
And I said, if there’s pancakes well fried in the 
world, 
Why he that would like ’em would find plenty 
here! 
If they’re fried in lard, and all nicely are browned, 
I’d like to be tapping a barrel of beer. 
Catsp. (speaks) Roddy, Roddy, you are al- 
ways lag, 
But quick come down and stow your gab. 
Rod. (sings—the air continued) Don’t be in 
a hurry, do you think I can fly? 
Catsp. (speaks, holding up the ,cat’s tail) 
See, what [I’m about! 
Rod. (sings) Fry away, fry away, now is 
your time, 
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Make them light and they’ll be prime! 
(ghost appears, holding a pair of breeches in 
one hand and a one pound note in the other 


—air of “Oh! Miss Bailey” brings her on) 






rrio.—Air * Who cares for you, Mr. Ghost.” 












From above I’ve this moment come 
post, 


Ghost. | 
In order to warn you— | 
| 






Rod. Pooh, pooh! 
I don’t care for you, Mrs. Ghost, 
Nor all that you can do; 
For I am up, up, up— : 
Catsp. I wish you’d come down, down, down, ) 
For if there you’re determined to stay, | 
The pancakes will never get brown. 











Ghost. If you come for to go for to try 
To fry a single pancake yourself, 
As sure as I am I, 
You'll go to the devil and shake yourself. 
But I'll put you up, up, up— 
Rod. Doyou think I an’t down, down, down? 
Catsp. If there you’ve determined to stay, 
Not the pancakes but I’ll be done brown. 
Catsp. (speaks) Will you come down? 
(the ghost goes off and Roddy tumbles down— 
sings * down, down, derry”) 
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Rod. Here I am, good lack! 
Just tumbled off a rock head, 
And nearly broke my back. 
Catsp. Why what aclumsy blockhead! 
(speaks) Come into the circle, my boy. 
Rod. I wish that they were done, 
I can’t think what you at are, 
Catsp. Hey for Bobbing Joan! 
Hey for stoney batter! 


First that the batter may not stick, 

Upon the pan I pour in thick 

Grease taken from the leather breeches 

Of a miser where he hoards his riches! 

Right eye of a Chapel needle brighted ! 

Left of a pair of spectacles, short sighted! 

Glass of a broken physic phial! 

Lead of a baccy box! teeth of a file! 

Bath waters a pint! jalap ten grains! 

Rosin! catgut! and fiddlers’ brains! 

Now for the dressing of the pan! ‘Tails 

Of short sixes and wax candles! 

Knobs of oak chairs and pump handles! 

Then: with the cat’s tail the batter I stir thus— 

Rod, To make it answer your infernal pur- 

se! 

(the echo repeated as in the original, followed 
by whatever gags may be most convenient and 
effective. When originally played, the he- 
roes of * Life in London,’—Tom, Jerry, 









Is] 






Logic, Dusty Bob, &c., with their sprees, 
were resuscitated. The Wild Chase in the 
Air! A chorus donkey brays to Nimpedo’s 


music in ** Clari!”’) 






Catsp. The Wild Chase? What asses! Is’t 
thus thus they’d strike dumb us ? a 

Rod. Friend Catspaw, that’s no go !—we’ve , 
seen the Columbus ! 

(the business of the original much shortened 

and of course burlesqued) 









Tableau, and the scene closes. 






SCENE V. 






A Wedding Group danee on—Po.ry, Brive- 
. MAIDs, &c. 







cHuorvus.—Air * Bridal Chorus.”’ 





A bridal wreath for Polly’s head, 
For she is to be married: 






Pol. To bridle, Hubby’s, be at a loss, 
He’ll find th’ grey mare is the better horse.” 






Chorus. | 
Love, with myrtle wreathes and rosy flowers, 
At first is sweet, but soon it sours. 
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sonc.—Air “ Fra tante angossia,’”’ Gazza Ladra! 


Pol. But where can Roddy be? 
Why does he delay thus? 
Why comes he not to me? 
I fear he’s at the alehouse! 


Air ** C’est l'amour.” 


For, oh ’tis ale, ’tis ale tis ale 
That makes his head go round! 
Oh ’tis ale, ’tis ale, ’tis ale 
That sets his wits aground! 
What was it last night made him mellow? 
What this morning made him queer? 
What makes him such a fighting fellow? 
And why, ah why is he not here ? 
He’ll be laughing and chaffing 
As long as he is able; 
He’ll fill well and swill well, 
Then fall beneath the table. 
For oh ’tis ale, &c. 


All dance off, to the chorus of “* Oh ’tis ale,” &c. 





J Fa ee 
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SCENE THE LAST. 
Huntsmen aetna as having just shot. 


HUNTERS’ CHORUS. 






Why what signifies our pulling a trigger, 
There’s not one of us has shot ’ina mile of the | 
mark, h 
Only think how at us every marksman will snig- 
ger, 
And hold every miss as a jolly good lark. 
Jolly lark, jolly lark. 


Dame Fortune, like all other women, has 
flirted, 
She’s smil’d on us oft, tho’ she now looks so 
dark, 
Yet we bad shots are better than lovers deserted, 
We’re sure of our Miss—which is jolly good 
lark. 


Jolly lark, jolly lark. 
enter OATCAKES, from a tent. 


Oat. Silence! d’ye call that singing ? hoot- 
ing ! 
I scarce wien which is worst—your song or 
shooting ! 
I never met with any thing so vile, 
Scarce one of you can go within a mile 
Of what he aims at! Cockney shooting, truly ! 
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Caisp. Oh! where the devil are you! Sammy, 
i Sammy, dam’me 
I declare I now am growing rather namby, 
pamby, 
Without any shammy, 
I feel all over clammy, 
Oh ! would I were at home with my mam- 
my, Sammy, dam’me. 


Cock your rifle Jocky, Jocky cock your 
lock, 
Knock the pigeon off the block, cocky, 
knocky block, 
Give him such a shock, 
_" Tell him what’s o’clock ; 


But ere you fire your rifle off, cocky, cock 


your lock. 
(Roddy fires,and Catspaw falls from the tree) 


Catsp. Oh! Roddy, Roddy, I am done, 
My curses light upon your gun ! 
Fiends, drag me down, I needs must mizzle, 
Already I begin to frizzle ! 
I rage, I scorch, I burn, I fry, 
My soul and body’s— 

Sam. All my eye! 


rinALe.—Air, The Waltz of the Original. 


(Catspaw dancing in and out between the people 
on the stage—Samuel waltzing after him) 
Oat. Now all who love to stay, 
Except on Shrove Tuesday, 
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If -you will fry pancakes, 
You’ll roast like ducks and drakes. 
Chorus. Friend Catspaw you must go 
With him down, down below. 
Rod. I at the pigeon shot but killed the crow - 
Pol. In his.sad fate you view 
What charming bullets do. 
Kil. None after this, I hope, 
Will bull it, but the pope. 
Chorus. Tak® warning all who view, 
The devil will have his due ; | 
With Old Nick now he Fries and shoots : 
below ! 
Down, down, derrry down. i. @ 


i 


Tableau, and the curtain falls: 


UNCLE BEN’S*ODE ON THE PASSIONS. 
A Comic RECITATION. 


When Peggy, little slut, was young, 
When in her-father’s hut she sung, 
The beaux delighted with the sound, 
Ev’ry ev’ning gather’d round. — 
Romping, tearing, squalling, bawling, 
Kicking, cuffing, hauling, mauling ; 
Till once, ’tis said, when all were fir’d 
With brandy, gin twist, sling, inspir'd, 
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sonc.—Aur “ Fra tante angossia,”’ Gazza Ladri 


Pol. But where can Roddy he? 
Why does he delay thus? 
Why comes he not to me? 
I fear he’s at the alehouse! 


Air ** C’est l'amour.”’ 


For, oh ’tis ale, ’tis ale ’ts ale 
That makes his head go round ! 
Oh ’tis ale, ’tis ale, tis ale 
That sets his wits aground! 
What was it last night made him mellow’ 
What this morning made him queer? 
What makes him such a fighting fellow? 
And why, ah why is he not here ? 
He'll be laughing and chaffing 
As long as he is able; 
He'll fill well and swill well, 
Then fall beneath the table. 
For oh ‘tis ale, Kc. 


All dance off, to the chorus of ** Oh’ tis ale,” §*. 
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SCENE THE LAST. 
Huntsmen discovered as having just shot. 
HUNTERS’ CHORUS. 


Why what signifies our pulling a trigger, 
There’s not one of us has shot ’ina mile of the 
mark, 
Only think how at us every marksman will snig- 
er, 
And hold every miss as a jolly good lark. 
Jolly lark, jolly lark. 


Dame Fortune, like all other women, has 
flirted, 
She’s smil’d on us oft, tho’ she now looks so 
dark, 
Yet we bad shots are better than lovers deserted, 
We’re sure of our Miss—which is jolly good 
lark. 
Jolly lark, jolly lark. 


enter OATCAKES, from a tent. 


Oat. Silence! d’ye call that singing ? hoot- 
ing ! 
I scarce know which is worst—your song or 
shooting ! 
I never met with any thing so vile, 
Scarce one of you can go within a mile 
Of what he aims at! Cockney shooting, truly ! 
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’Pon honor, I can’t speak of’t coolly : 

Stand back when I command you—e very body. 

Ye set of bunglers—all stand back but Roddy, 

You are a trump! the rest not worth a fig are, 

Not one among them fit to pull a trigger: 

Downright muffs—but you’re a shot, 

A regular good ’un, and I'l tell you what, 

You’ve won the prize—I’ll speak your prais: 
aloud— 

Rod. My lord, your highness does me ver 

proud, 

Oat. Oh not at all ; your prince thy hand take-. 
You are the best shot— 

Catsp. (aside) Thanks to the pancake: 

Oat. I ever saw—you take such pains! 

Catsp. One pancake now alone remains, 
And Samuel told me, by the by, 

The seventh would be all my eye. 

Oat. Now, let me see—you hit the mark 
Six times running! Do you hark? (to huntsm: 
You have looked ‘littleh—you’ ll now look less ¥: 

men ! 
Come, Roddy, give ’em another specimen. 

Catsp. Ha! if he does he’ll surely kick ! 
Where can Sammy be ? 

Oat. Come quick ! 

Catsp. Poor Roddy dreams not of the trich: 
Seven’s the main, but the devil’s a nick ! 

But where the deuce can Samuel be? 
I have it—I’ll ascend that tree, 
And try if [ can Samuel sec ; 
Samuel! Samuel! where can you be? 
(climbs a tree’ 
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Rod. What shall I aim at? 

Cat. Yonder bird ! 

Rod. What! where? which ’un? 

Oat. Why, that on yonder tree; can’t see ! 
a white pigeon. 

Rod. Isee him; I'll hit him before he takes 


flight, 
Just under his left wing so plump. 
Catsp. (from the tree) Hit the right! 


enter poLLy with a pot of beer. 
QuaRTETTO.—Air “ Oh cruel!” 


Pol. Stop a moment, Roddy! stop a moment, 
stop! 
Before you take a little pop, take a little 
drop ; 
Mop it up, mop, 
Before you pop, 
"Tis heavy with the chill off—heavy with 
a sop. 


Rod. °“Twere folly to refuse it—folly, Polly, 
folly ! 
And no one ever would, but a molly, Pol- 
¥ ly, molly ! 
So let us e’en be jolly, 
Before I fire a volley, 
I can’t endure a flincher—I hate a lop 
lolly ! 


B 
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Caisp. Oh! where the devil are you! Saiiny. 
Sammy, dam’me 
I declare I now am growing rather namby. 
pamby, 
Without any shammy, 
I feel all over clammy, 
Oh ! would I were at home with my mam- 
my, Sammy, dam’me. 


Cock your rifle Jocky, Jocky cock you: 
lock, 
Knock the pigeon off the block, cocky. 
knocky block, 
Give him such a shock, 
_ Tell him what’s o’clock ; 
® Butere you fire your rifle off, cocky, coc) 
your lock. 
(Roddy fires, and Catspaw falls from the tre 


Catsp. Oh! Roddy, Roddy, I am done, 
My curses light upon your gun! 
Fiends, drag me down, I needs must mizzle, 
Already I begin to frizzle ! 
I rage, I scorch, I burn, I fry, 
My soul and body’s— 

Sam. All my eye! 


rinALe.—Air, The Waltz of the Original. 


(Catspaw dancing in and out between the peop! 
on the stage—Samuel waltzing after him) 
Oat. Now all who love to stay, 
Except on Shrove Tuesday, 
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If you will fry pancakes, 
You'll roast like ducks and drakes. 
Chorus. Friend Catspaw you must go 
With him down, down below. 
Rod. I atthe pigeon shot but killed the crow! 
Pol. In his sad fate you view 
What charming bullets do. 
Kil. None after this, I hope, 
Will bull it, but the pope. 
Chorus. Tak® warning all who view, 
The devil will have his due ; 
With Old Nick now he fries and shoots 
below ! 
Down, down, derrry down. 


Tableau, and the curtain falls. 


UNCLE BEN’S ODE ON THE PASSIONS. 
A COMIC RECITATION. 


When Peggy, little slut, was young, 
When in her-father’s hut she sung, 
The beaux delighted with the sound, 
Ev’ry ev’ning gather’d round. 
Romping, tearing, squalling, bawling, 
Kicking, cuffing, hauling, mauling ; 
Till once, ’tis said, when all were fir’d 
With brandy, gin twist, sling, inspir’d, 
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They snatch’d from all the neighboring hovels, 
Fiddles, warming pans, and shovels— 

And as they all had heard apart, 

Sweet lessons of her forceful art, 

Each, for madness rul’d the hour, 

Would prove his own inventive power. 

First, Jonathan, ameng the best, 

His hand upon the fiddle laid— 

But back recoil’d with all the rest, 

To hear the discord he had mades 

Next Toby rash’d, a high strung blade, 

But, fill’d with Envy’s secret stings, 

*T was thought so very hard he play’d, 

He’d wear out fiddle bow and strings. 

With woful phiz, sat Pelatiah, 

To him no pleasing sound belongs, 

He drew his chair towards the fire, 

And now the shovel struck, and now the tongs. 
But thou, O Jot, with ruddy nose, 

What was thy delighted measure, 

Still it whisper’d promis’d pleasure, 

And bade the blooming girls the dance begin— 
And when a favorite reel he chose, 

A cry of “ keep it up” was heard at ev’ry close, 
And Jot inclined his head and gave a ghastly grin. 
And longer had he play’d, but with a frown 
Nathan impatient rose— 

He threw his mighty fist in thunder down, 

And with a withering look 

A rusty fish horn down he took, 

And blew a blast so loud and clear, 

A second had proved fatal to the ear; 
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And ever and anon he beat 

An iron pot with furious heat— 

And tho’ sometimes each dreary pause between 
The little fifer at his knee 

Play’d “‘ dear what can the matter be ;” 
Yet still he drumm’d as though he meant 
To rouse at least a regiment— 

So great so mighty an alarum 

That had an army come ’twould scare’m. 
The mind of Ichabod to nought was fix’d, 
Alas! how worried he must feel: 

Of different times the veering tune was mix’d, 
He now a hornpipe lov’d, now raving cried a reel. 
Lo snugly in remotest corner, 

With eyes upraised, sat Jemmy Horner, 
Whose frequent jingling of a bell 

Though distant, yet was horrible. 

Milk pans, stew pans, sauce pans round, 
Tin pots, tunnels joined the sound— 
Through porch and eutry found its way, 
And then in hollow murmurs died away. 
Then came Job’s extatic trial, 

But soon he shun’d the offer’d viol, 
Though on the whole he did’nt know 

But he could sing a psalm or so; 

Last of all see Tom advancing, 

Now’s the proper time for dancing. 

The moment he began the tune 

All was shuffle rigadoon, 

Fluttering, back step, in the middle, 

Turn your partner, mind the fiddle— 
Keep iT up, was heard around, 

Keep iT vp, the walls resound. 























190 - 


LOVE WAS ONCE A LITTLE PUP. 


A CELEBRATED PARODY. 


Love was once a little pup, 
Bow wow! bow wow! 

Always on us jumping up, 
Bow wow ! bow wow! 

What tho’ he put us in a fright, 

We set him at defiance quite, 

For he had no teeth, so he could not bite, 
Bow wow ! bow wow ! 


This little pup became a dog, 
Bow wow, bow wow, 
And turn’d our heads much worse than grog. 
Bow wow, bow wow. 
And if at him we dared to rail, 
To snap at us he’d never fail, 
I wish he’d bit his own tail, 
Bow wow, bow wow. 


The dog is now his full grown size, 
Bow wow, bow wow, 

And getting very queer about the eyes, 
Bow wow, bow wow. 

And when he cannot bite or sup, 

How shall we his loss make up ? 

Why get another little pup. 
Bow wow, bow wow. 


END OF VOT... T. 
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